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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

DOMESTIC 

Sometimes, 
Having read 
By the fireside 
Through a long evening, 
I look up. 
The old people 
Apathetically 
Are sitting, 
The dim eyes gazing 
In the past 
That seems so good. 
And then pity 
Dews all my sight. 
For old age 
Is the guerdon, 
The only laurels, 
Of their life. 
And mine, uncrowned, 
So far away, 
I cannot cry 
"Hail!" 

DOUBLE 

Through the day, meekly, 
I am my mother's child. 
Through the night riotously 
I ride great horses. 
[188] 



Double 



In ranks we gallop, gallop, 
Thundering on 
Through the night 
With the wind. 

But in the pale day I sit, quiet. 

TOWN-MOUSE 

These things for today: 
The threat of rain, 
And great hasting clouds ; 
Wet soil's scent; 
Fine cobwebs on the heather ; 
Keen air! 

Even a park of green lawns, 
Bare boughs and brown sparrows! 
Oh, for no roof overhead 
And full lungs! 

These things for today. 

ENOUGH HAS BEEN SAID OF SUNSET 



Light — imperceptible as 
One thin veil drawn across blackness : 
Is it dawn? . . . 
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